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THE LAST LEAD

Bill Denny Dobbs
ERVOUSLY and unprecautiously, Herald Sussa stepped from
the shadowed doorway and across the street. His thoughts
were not on the horns of the delayed cars nor on the silver
dollar he habitually flipped into the air. A sudden yell of impatience
from a driver brought him momentarily to his senses, but as he step~
ped up to the opposite sidewalk he was again unaware of his sur~
roundings. Subconsciously, he would utter an occasional "pardon
me", or "so sorry", as he bumped shoulders with a passer-by. Someplace in his mind he must find an excuse for his abrupt failure. He
could never tell the true reason for it would only bring pity, and that
was the last thing that he wanted. To face the misfortune alone was
the only solution. Two years had seemed like a long time, but that
was two years ago. There was a chance then, but now with just a
fraction of that time left there wasn't much_hope.
Out of the daze and with a cheery front, Herald walked into the
office. No, it was not a private office, although the sign on the door
read, "NO ADMITTANCE." Still with silver dollar in hand, he
arrived at his desk. It was always a struggle to get from one end of
the large room to the other, as it was always a madhouse. Copy-boys
running around with their arms draped with copy paper; teletype
operators hollering for more paper; editors and correspondents for
their coffee. This was the life that Herald knew and loved, but this
was also the life that he was going to have to give up. He had worked
his way up. As he looked at the kid putting the new roll of paper
in the teletype machine, he was looking at himself. Sure, he had done
the same thing. Then the day he got his first story in the city paper.
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As he sat thinking of his steps to success, the questioning whispers
and stares of his fellow reporters went unnoticed. It had been a
whole month since Herald's last editorial. He had tried to write, but
his thoughts were incongruous with the subjects.
True, there was only one way to come back. It was to forget
the whole situation and be completely subdued by writing. But first
there would be a letter; just one letter, and then forget.
Dr. Charles Ainsworth,
Presbyterian Medical Center,
New York City,
New York.
Dear Charles:
This will probably seem very strange to you, but I believe that
it is for the best. As you know, this whole business has dominated me.
This, I think would be considered normal by anyone in my position,
and by anyone else. I want to thank you for all that you have done for
me, and will ask this one last favor of you. Since there is no hope at
all, I am going to forget, if it can possibly be done. I want to lose all
conception of time, and I do not want to come into contact with anything or anyone who would remind me. In short, I will not be in to
see you any more. Please understand my feelings. Thanks for being
such a good friend these last years. You are the best.
Harry.
In a few days the public was again reading the brilliant articles
of Herald Sussa. His sudden disappearance from print was merely
described as a "vacation". It was wonderful to be back at work. He
was himself again, and almost as habitually as throwing the silver
dollar into the air, he gazed across his desk at the legs that were not
being shyly hidden. He was known for this gaze-only in the office
though. · Even she knew it, which often made Herald laugh to himself
when he saw her peek out of the corner of her eye to see if he was
looking. If he were, she would make a premeditated movement to attract him more. If he weren't looking she would gain his attention
some other way.
There was to be a meeting of the European powers the following
month and two correspondents were to cover it for the Service. Bids
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were being made so Herald tried his luck. His luck was good. He
and a fellow named David Hassik were to leave in two weeks. It was
a grand assignment-Paris in the Spring-travel-in fact, all round
enjoyment. They were both the envy of all. Of course there would be
work too, but they were leaving two weeks in advance which would
allow sufficient time to become acquainted with the situation, politically and personally.
Herald's desk was empty. He had left for Paris. The blonde
across the aisle missed his stare, but was trying her "dainty" charms
on another g~er.
The meeting was in order as were the wireless sets. The first
lead was expected at any minute. The lead came through, but it was
not about the session. It was then understood why Herald Sussa had
taken the "vacation" a month ago. Then another lead, not signed by
Herald Sussa as it should have been, but by David Hassik, staff correspondent.

OPERATION
Yes, I know
The moon means poetry to you,
And alabaster skin,
And darkened, heated eyes.
It was the same with me
A little while ago;
But now the moon is likened
To the cold, efficient light
That gleams upon the instruments
Of the operating room.
Some very efficient surgeon
Under that light,
Removed a part of my heartAnd I didn't feel a thing.

-Martin Parlan, Jr.
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HAND-OUT?
John B. Wynne
T was late and I was
hungry; so I stopped at
Joe's Diner for a bite to
eat. It was one of those
diners that you see on the
outskirts of the small
towns all along the Post
Road. I picked this diner
in particular because it appeared to be cleaner than
the others I had passed.
He entered about five mi.hutes after I had ordered, a bedraggled
character, face unshaven, hair mussed and clothes in tatters. He
appeared to be well worn physically. His slim and bent form made
him look older than he probably was. About fifty I should think, maybe sixty. A raglan sleeved overcoat made his stooped shoulders even
more pronounced. He had all the appearances of a Bowery bum, as
dirty, as sullen and dejected-looking. He probably was.
The lunch wagon was practically deserted. There were only the
counterman (whom I presumed to be Joe), myself and the newcomer.
Joe hadn't seen him come in because his back was to the door and my
order of ham and eggs had his attention at the moment. Finally, he
turned to serve his new customer.
"Oh, it's you. How many times have I told you not to come
hanging around here? I'm not running a Red Cross stand. Go bum
your meals offa somebody else."
'Til have the number two special, Joe. Stew should hit the spot
tonight. It's cold out."
"If you've got the money you'll get it. If not, beat it." Surliness
and contempt were both present in Joe's voice.
The old fellow, however, just clasped his hands together, placed
them on the counter and in a quiet, steady voice he said, 'Til have
stew, Joe."
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Joe was exasperated. He spun on his heel and furiously poked at
my frying ham. He was using the egg turner as though it were a
weapon. Finally, he could contain himself no longer. He turned,
leaned over the counter and shouted in the man's face, "Listen, you
old fool. Why in hell don't you get a job and leave that rotgut alone.
Look at yourself! You're nothing but a lousy tramp."
The bum didn't say a word. He clasped and unclasped his wellgnarled hands. His Adam's apple moved up and down his throat
more rapidly than before and he seemingly shook with emotion. However, he continued to stare Joe in the eye and at last he spoke in the
same steady tone. ''I'll have stew, Joe."
"Stew, Joe, stew, Joe! Is that all you can say? I'll give you
stew, I'll call the cops; that's what. They can give you stew in the
clink. Now get out of here or I'll call them."
Again Joe turned to the ham frying on the grill, muttering to
himself. The old man turned toward me. I felt a little uncomfortable. No one likes to witness another human being's degradation.
I pretended to be absorbed in the evening paper before me. At last
to my great relief my ham and eggs were served. As he poured my
coffee, Joe glanced at the old man sitting at the other end of the
counter. He was sitting there silently, gazing into the steam covered
mirror. Waiting!
Joe yelled at him, "All right, all right, you'll get your stew. But
it's the last time. I'm sick of this stuff. This makes the third time this
week. I won't stand for it. Get it? This is the last time!"
Joe served the stew and a cup of coffee. The man didn't say
anything. He just ate. He soon finished and as he was leaving, he
stopped at the door, turned and said, "Thanks, Joe."
As I was smoking my cigarette, I asked Joe if he had many
characters than sponged from him.
"Naw," he said, "he's the only regular one."
"It's funny," I said, "some people have no principles. Begging
doesn't seem to bother them just so they get something to eat and
drink. They're nothing but parasites on society. If people wouldn't
give them anything, they'd have to go to work."
I was surprised as Joe didn't agree with me.
"Oh, '' he said, "some of that type were a good bunch once.
Why that fellow who was just in here had a wife, family and a good
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job. He was a cashier down at the bank. When his wife died, he
started drinking and today he's a bum."
"Well even so," I said, "he shouldn't expect the rest of us to
support him. I wouldn't feed him; you're just a sucker, Joe."
"Oh, hell," Joe replied, "I gotta; damn it all, he's my old man."

ALMA MATER AND OTHER SUBJECTS

G. C. Lichtenberg
(Georg Christoph Lichtenberg was born near Darmstadt, Germany,
in 1742. He was for many years professor of mathematics and
physics at the University of Gottingen. His works in these two
fields soon made him famous throughout the scientific world of his
times. But he was not only a brilliant scientist; he was also a
writer, an art critic, a teacher who numbered Wilhelm v. Humboldt
among his pupils, a keen observer of man and a lover of life. His
letters from England show both a great admiration for the English
people and an amazing understanding of England of the 18th Ceo•
tury. His book on Hogarth is excellent and should be reprinted. I
believe that none of Lichtenberg's works have been translated into
English. The excerpts below are a first attempt to bring to the at•
tention of Americans the observations of a man who enjoyed all things
greatly and who loved his fellowman not because of any false piety
but because he understood him in all his greatness and littleness.Albert E. Holland.)
HoMo SAPIENS
Every now and then we hear about a person being buried alive;
there are, however, hundreds of persons moving about on this earth
who are dead.

* * *

The desire to find the truth deserves praise even if the explorer
loses his way.

* * *

Carved saints have had a greater effect on the world than living
saints.
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Many people maintain strict impartiality in certain matters because they do not know anything about them.

* * *
It is a golden rule that we should judge men not by their opinions but by what these opinions have made of them.

* * *
If all men were suddenly to become virtuous thousands would
starve.

* * *
Is it not strange that men will fight gladly for their religion
and yet will not follow its precepts?

* * *
Mixing with intelligent people is advisable because through
imitating them, even a fool can learn to act sensibly. Even monkeys,
poodles and elephants can imitate so why not the greatest fool?

* * *
Those were the good old days when I believed everything I heard!

* * *
Don't trust anyone who seals his promises by crossing his heart.

* * *
How happy people would be if they paid as little attention to
other people's affairs as they do to their own!

* * *

I have found that if all other means fail you can usually tell
what sort of a person a man is by the jokes he takes in bad part.

* * *
If you were to trace great deeds and thoughts to their source
you would find that often they would not have been born, had the
bottle remained corked.

*.* *
I cannot say that things will get better if they change; but I can
say that they must change if they are to get better.

8

THE

TRINITY

REVIEW

PHILOSOPHY AND PSYCHOLOGY

I can scarcely believe that it is possible to prove that we are the
work of a supreme being. I can well believe, however, that some
subordinate god created us just to fill in a few dull hours of his time.

* * *

Man is perhaps half mind and half matter, just as the polyp is
half plant and half animal. On the border you will always find the
most remarkable creatures.

* * *

The most commonly-held opinions, those that are taken for
granted by everyone, are just the opinions that deserve special study.

* * *

What am I? How should I act? What can I believe and hope?
Everything in philosophy can be reduced to these three questions.

* * *

There is a great difference between teaching logtc and living
logically. There are people who have no commonsense at all but who
can explain quite clearly the principles of logic. Just as a physiologist
can outline the structure of the body and yet be a sick man himself.

* * *

I think you would be able to discover a great deal about a man's
character from an exact description of his dreams. However, you
would have to have a description of numerous dreams not just one.

* * *

It seems to me that in studying man we could make more use than
we have of the insane.

* * *

Every man has also his moral backside which he does not expose
unnecessarily and which he covers up as long as possible with the
pants of good behavior.

* * *

The reason we remember so little of what we read is that we
do so little thinking of our own.

* * *

If good fortune lasts a long time you lose the sense of
fortunate.

being

THE

TRINITY

REVIEW

9

LITERATURE

Many persons have tortured themselves a lifetime trying to follow the development of a writer's thought. I admit that it would
take a lifetime to trace the views of some writers, but it would take
only fifteen minutes of commonsense to see that the effort would not
be worthwhile.

* * *
Books are a unique commodity: printed by people who do not
understand them, sold by people who do not understand them, edited
by people who do not understand them; and, at times, even written
by people who do not understand them.

* *

*

One who from childhood on had read only the masterworks of
the human mind would be astounded if he read some of the presentday potboilers. They would seem to him like music played on a
broken-down piano.

* * *

Is it not strange that we always consider the public to be a
competent judge when it praises us but as incompetent to judge
works of the mind when it finds fault with us?

* * *

I have had last year's newspapers bound. What a reading this
is! 50 % false hopes, 47% false prophecy and 3% truth.

* * *

The only trouble with good books is that they usually are the
cause of many poor ones.

* * *

May God never let me write a book about books!

* * *

He was constantly making excerpts and all that he read went
past his head into another book.

* * *

To write with sensitivity you need more than tears and moonlight.

* * *

The only book that should be banned is a catalogue of banned
books.
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Among the greatest discoveries of our times is the art of judging
books without having read them.

* * *
Despite its thickness the work was so empty that you would take
it for a bandbox instead of a b ok.

* * *
His inkpot was a veritable temple of Janus: when it was closed
there was peace in the world.

* * *
He has now written eight books. He would have done better to
plant eight trees or to beget eight children.

* * *
This book should be sent to a seamstress. It needs mending.

* * *
His publisher should hang him in effigy in front of his boo.ks.

* * *
A book is a mirror; if a jackass looks in, you can hardly expect
an angel to peer out.

• • •

If a book and a head bang together and there is a hollow sound,
is it always because of the book?

* * *

I give you this book as a mirror in which to see yourself, not as a
lorgnette through which to look at others.

* * *

His book had the effect of all good books: it made the sages
wiser, it made the thoughtful more thoughtful, and it left all the re•
maining thousands unchanged.

* * *
There are many people who read just so that they will not have
to think.

* * *
There are sermons you cannot hear without weeping and cannot
read without laughing yourself sick.
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ALMA MATER

Is it not strange that the rulers of men have far higher rank
than the teachers of men? This is another proof that man is a servile
animal.

* • *
A teacher in school or in college cannot educate an individual but
can educate only types. This deserves more attention than it gets.

* * *

There probably never lived a father who did not believe his child
to be a genius. However, scholars seem to be more subject to this
delusion than any other group of fathers.

* * *

Today we are trying to bring learning to everyone. Who knows
whether in a few centuries we may not be founding universities to
reestablish the ancient ignorance.

*

* *

I believe it was Rousseau who said "a child that knows only its
own parents, does not know them." This thought can be applied to
other :fields of knowledge. For example, a professor who knows nothing but his own subject, does not really know that.

* * *

I have found that the best teachers are those who have an outside
interest in one of the creative arts.

* * *

The most heated defenders of any academic subject are usually
those who are not very learned in their :field and who are subconsciously aware of this.

* * *

Every college should have an ambassador at other colleges to keep
up both friendship and enmity.

* * *

He was so intelligent that he was practically useless.

* * *

Some people become scholars for the same reason that others become soldiers: because they are good for nothing else. Their right
hand is their breadwinner, and it might be said that like the bears in
winter they hibernate and suck nourishment from their paws.

12
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His whole world consisted of a girl friend, one hundred and fifty
good books, a few good friends and a pleasant view from his study
window.

* * *

The mob is brought to perdition by sins of the flesh, scholars by
sins of the intellect.

* * *

The Ph.D. is a confirmation of the mind.

* * *

It is certainly better not to have studied at all than to have
studied superficially. A man of commonsense does not make half the
mistakes in judgment made by a man who has a smattering of learning.

* * *

He hung at the college like a beautiful chandelier-in which no
light had burned for twenty years.

* * *

I believe that some of the greatest minds in history have not read
or known as much as some of our mediocre scholars; and many of our
mediocre scholars would have been much greater men if they had not
read so much.

* * *

It is a shame that we cannot see the vitals of scholars so that we
could learn something about their diet.

* * *

The healthy scholar is one in whom meditation is not a sickness.

* * *

Scholars who have no commonsense usually learn more than they
need, while intelligent scholars can never learn enough.

* *

*

The so-called professional mathematicians have acquired, because
of the ignorance of laymen, a credit for profoundness that is very
similar to the reputation theologians have acquired-because of the
same reason-for saintliness.

* * *

Popular lectures result only too often in enabling people to speak
about something without understanding it.

* * *

I always grieve when a talented man dies. We certainly need
him more on earth than he is needed in heaven.
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STUDIO

Conch shells; fruit ; a tall, waxy flaskLaid on a shadowed daisPlaced in precise attitude.
A brush is wet with colour . . .
It dances, cavorts, titilates in amusing haste,
(As if the subject were volatile),
Leaving its mark of glistening oil
Upon the tortured fabric.
The instrument moves-not mechanically
But with the motivation of the soul;
Yet if the hand were to forsake the brush,
It seems that it might continue to playAnd freeze into immortality this
Study In Stillness.

--Ogden Plumb.
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ONE WITNESS

R. C. Downes
'VE been doing police work for sometime now, almost twenty
years in fact. Some of my cases have been easy, others, not so
easy. I've seen some strange ones, too. I remember this case I
worked on just after the war ended. It's a story you won't believe.
I wouldn't either, except that it happened to me. If it hadn't been
for one-well now, I'm getting ahead of myself. I'll start at the
beginning.
Tony Berra was shot and killed in front of his night club, "The
Pink Feather", early one morning. There were no witnesses we could
trace. The cop on the beat found the body about four a.m. The
coroner said that he had been shot once through the neck and once
through the heart. Ballistics experts said that both bullets were .38
caliber. That morning, while checking on Berra, I found that he had
no police or service record and according to his employees, he had no
known enemies. H~ was unmarried and lived by hii:nself in a small
apartment on 63rd Street. Society columns had linked him with one
of his girl singers in their gossip. The girl's name was "Dusty"
Moore. She lived on 79th Street.
I walked up to her apartment, rang the buzzer and waited for
the usual morning appearance of a night-club queen without her
make-up. The door opened. She was a knockout. Soft golden hair
and sparkling blue eyes, set off by nicely rounded shoulders in a low
cut dress which almost took my breath away. Berra had good taste,
I thought. She invited me in and I started asking her the routine
questions. She had been in upstate New York overnight, visiting relatives. The story would be checked easily with conductors, red-caps,
etc. Her relations with Berra had been casual. Previously she had
been engaged to a fellow named Peter Hansen who apparently was
getting mixed up with the wrong crowd; at least that was why she
had broken off the engagement. I left her apartment thinking that
this guy Hansen must be a sap to pass her off in order to travel with
a bunch of hoods. I found out that he lived in Brooklyn, so I decided
to pay him a call too.

I
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The place was one of those old brownstone houses of the Victorian period. The door was opened by an old lady, you would expect
to see on a New England farm. She was Peter's mother. Pete turned
out to be a Mickey Rooney type; small, lively and rather surly in
spots. He had a good alibi. The night of the murder he had played
cards with three friends who were old stories in New York police
files. He blew up when I mentioned his former engagement with
"Dusty" Moore. I left and went back to headquarters to check on
him. He had no police or service record.
After eating supper that night at my favorite hash joint, I went
to my apartment to think and to listen to the radio. About 9: 15 a
knock on the door interrupted my favorite detective story. I let in a
young soldier who looked somewhat like Peter Hansen, except that
he was taller, thinner and looked deathly sick. A kind of forbidding
pallor hung about his face. He told me in a low, quiet voice that he
was George Hansen, Peter's brother, and that he had seen Peter
kill Tony Berra. He told me a long story about his family. As boys
and as men, he and Pete had not gotten along with each other. Pete,
according to George, had everything; he had nothing. George had
even gone to war while Pete stayed home as a 4-F.
Pete had been insanely jealous of Berra for taking out his exfiancee. George had seen the conclusion of this jealousy.
After he had finished his story, I felt sick. I had heard of rotten
brotherly tricks, but this one took the cake. I told George to go home
and I would be there shortly. He gave a weird sort of smile and
walked out of the door. I shivered as I watched him go down the
stairs. I went back down to headquarters, picked up a warrant and a
plain-clothes sergeant, and then went over to Brooklyn. It took some
convincing to prove to Pete that he had better confess. I told him
that he had been seen committing the crime, but I didn't say who saw
him. I talked myself blue for nearly two hours and he finally gave in
and the sergeant led him away.
Mrs. Hansen sat in the corner of the room with a pained expression on her face. I couldn't tell her how sorry I was; instead, I
asked for George. She looked more hurt and said, "Please, don't joke
now.~' Prompted by the dumb look on my face, she went on, "Surely
you must know that George was killed in France last year."

16
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JOHANN WOLFGANG GOETHE
Archie R. Bangs

HE house in which Goethe was born on August 28, 1749 now
lies in ruins. This house in Frankfort-on-the Main had become a
cosmopolitan shrine; it was wrecked indirectly by the misguided followers of a philosophy of life which differed radically
from that of the man who made the greatest contribution to Germany's literature. During the period when this house was still the
home to which he returned from his university days at Leipzig and
Strassburg, also from his brief stay at the law-court in Wetzlar and
' his trips in the neighborhood of Frankfort, he wrote the poems,
from
essays, dramas, and his first novel which form the literary precipitate
of his experiences and attracted at once the attention of his own
country and soon after, that of Europe.
Goethe anticipated his later biographers by presenting in his
Dichtu.ng u.nd W ahrheit so full an account of his life up to the year
1775, when he left home for Weimar, that their work has consisted
primarily in filling in the gaps of the autobiography from other
sources, extending the account of his life to its end, and interpreting
his literary, scientific and civic. accomplishments. His life and literary
productions are closely interfused in his first productive period which
begins soon after he returned home from his three years residence at
the University of Leipzig.
His father and several private tutors had given the sixteen-year
-old boy a thorough foundation for his study at the University. The
father, who was a very practical man, believed that it was just as
important that the boy should understand what he read and studied
as it was to memorize it. This training bore fruit in quite a different
way than the conscientious father had anticipated. Goethe tells us
that at first he attended his lectures faithfully. He made little progress
however in philosophy, and as for logic he found it very foolish to go
through the process of doing something which he had already been
taught to do. In law it was not much better, for, as Oxenford
translates Goethe's words, "I already knew just as much as the
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professor thought good to communicate to us. . . . I found it excessively tedious to pen down once more that which, partly by
question, partly by answer, I had repeated with my father often
enough to retain it for ever in my memory." Under these conditions
it was not long before Goethe began to neglect his lectures. He
devoted much time to the study of art, and a great deal more to the
attractions of social life on a higher or lower level. Such juvenile
poetry .and prose as he had brought with him to Leipzig he destroyed,
and he wrote two dramas and a series of lyrics in the conventional
style. These dramas and lyrics are too artificial to give much indication of the revolution and revolt which were shortly to take place in
the young man's mind. In the fall of 1768 Goethe returned to his
home in Frankfort with his health dangerously impaired.
·The two years of convalescence in his home at Frankfort were a
period of introspection and study for the young man. He became more
serious as a result of his illness and he turned to the study of
religious mysticism. He poured over books which dealt with alchemy
and astrology, subjects which call to mind at once the old story of
Faustus the Magician and Goethe's later treatment of it.
Goethe was twenty-one when he had sufficiently recovered from
his illness to resume his studies in law. The University of Strassburg
was chosen by his father for this purpose, and a happier selection could
not have been made. This French city was dominated by its Gothic
cathedral, a symbol, as Goethe came to learn, of Germany's past.
He had no sooner arrived in Strassburg than he climbed to the tower
of the structure and looked out over the beautiful, April country-side,
and he blessed the fate that had directed him to this place. Goethe's
description of his residence in Strassburg expresses an infectious enthusiasm. He was sixty-two years old when he began publishing his
recollections of this happy period of his life. No doubt they were
flavored with an elderly man's thoughts of these early days, yet whatever fiction was mingled with truth in the account of these days, there
is plenty of evidence in the works which followed, to show how deep
an influence his fifteen months in Strassburg had made upon his
sensitive mind. The cathedral was the first reason for a complete
revolution in the young poet's mind; it turned his thoughts away·
from the strong French influence toward the German past because it
was located upon what was formerly German soil and also because it
was the product of the German mind.
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The second reason for the revolution arose from his meeting with
Herder who was five years older than Goethe and had already become
well-known through his writings. Herder had broken with the classical
tradition and was now emphasizing the importance of primitive poetry
and the necessity of treating this from the point of view of evolution. He was enthusiastic over Greek and Hebrew poetry, the folksong, Ossian, Percy's Reliques and Shakespeare. Goethe could not
fail to fall under the spell of Herder's enthusiasm for this phase of
poetry which was quite new to him, even though he did have to
suffer under Herder's sarcastic criticism of his choice of poets. Goethe
tells us that he was already brooding over Goetz von Berlichingen and
Faust, yet he did not dare to tell Herder about his plans. Such subjects for dramatic treatment were not popular enough to fall in with
Herder's views, and later on Herder told Goethe, in his criticism of
the first draft of the Goetz, that Shakespeare had spoiled him.
Herder had criticised Goethe's excess of feeling which flowed
forth irresistibly, once it was deeply stirred, yet it was due to his
ability to express in impassioned lyric poetry, now awakened, that we
have the wonderful lyrics in which he poured out his affection for
Friederike Brion, a country parson's daughter, whom he had met on
one of his trips into the country. Goethe immortalized this simple,
good-hearted girl, not only in these lyrics, but also in the dramas,
Goetz von Berlichingen, the Urfaust, and Clavigo, which were begun
after he had returned home. Never before had such ardent lyrics
been written in German, poems which at last expressed in complete
freedom from conventional diction and metre the experiences of the
poet. His sincere, but ill-advised, love for Friederike Brion is the
third factor in his development as a poet while he was studying law
in Strassburg.
Law, however, was to play only a perfunctory part in the busy
life of the poet; he regarded it only as "a mere collateral affair".
He did, to be sure, bring back home a license to practice law. And,
to please his father, he went up to W etzlar, to get a little experience
at the imperial law-court. It was the new and stimulating friendships
and the new love-affairs which engrossed his attention and stimulated
his literary production. For wherever Goethe was or went, the charm
of his personality made itself felt at once. His extremely sensitive mind
was surcharged with impressions which were straining to burst forth
in poetic form; it was at this time working under extremely high
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pressure. Not all of the subjects which were demanding literary ex·
pression came to fruition, but enough of them did, to make this period
between his return from Strassburg to his departure for Weimar the
most productive of his career.
At the end of the year 1771 he sends a draft of the Goetz to
Herder. He agrees with Herder that the drama must be re-cast, and
it appears in its best-known form in 1773. In October of this year he
asks his friend Salzmann to send a copy of the play to Friederike
who will find in it some degree of consolation in learning that the
faithless man .is poisoned. The Goetz introduced the so-called "Storm
and Stress" movement in Ge.rman literature; a flood of imitations
soon followed. Goethe had become the acknowledged leader of the
new movement.
This leadership was confirmed by the publication of 'The Sorrows
of Werther in 1774. Up at Wetzlar Goethe had met at a ball
Charlotte Buff, the fiancee of]. G . C . Kestner, and soon he was again
in the toils of a hopeless passion. After he returned home he brooded
for some time over his anomalous situation. As late as the spring of
1774 we read in a letter to Lotte: "You have no doubt that I am a
fool, and I am ashamed of saying more. For if you do not feel that
I love you, why do I love you?-!" His passion for Lotte was the
stimulus for writing the Werther. Goethe had had little difficulty in
writing the first part of the novel, for Werther was Goethe. It was
the second part, in which Werther commits suicide, that held him up.
The resolution of this difficult motif was finally effected by two in·
cidents: the suicide of a young man named Jerusalem, and the wholly
unwarranted jealousy of Maximiliane Brentano's husband who resented
the friendship between Goethe and his young wife. The novel was
published early in 1774, and Goethe became a European figure.
Several important fragments of dramas and numerous poems
must be passed by without comment in this brief survey of Goethe's
literary activity while he was at home in Frankfort; among these is
the Urfaust, the first draft of Goethe's best known drama. The re•
sults of this activity remain unharmed for us to read and enjoy, but
the house in which they were written lies in ruins.
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AS WHILE I SAT .
Michael Billingsley

As while I sat and thought one day
Of Pirate ships and stolen prey,
Of all the things that fancy might
Bring to a child and so delight
A new-found world within his power
Where he might king o'er all them tower,
I came to drowsing by this stream
And soon was lost in fancy's dream.

"Brace up, my boy," they said to me,
"Fear not, we've left the land a-lea
And make our way to the Spanish Main,
With a chance we'll ne'er see home again."
Lo and Behold I found beneath
My frightened form with shaking teeth,
The decks of a ship; and above me stood
A pirate bold with leg of wood,
With face so fierce, his one mean glance
Did send my eyes aflight to chance
My glance upon the rigging stout,
And there to see three masts about
Which ropes of strongest hemp were stayed
And spars of finest stuff were made.
These masts of tallest pines were hewn
So strongly that the fierce typhoon
Could only bend the towering tops,
And stretch the might of the straining props.
But hold! Above them all there flies,
Showing it's might to all the skies,
So black that coal might well be seen
If held against its darkened sheen,
The Jolly Roger of terror's fame,
The flag that all the Pirates claim.
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"Look sharp!" this voice did bellow to me
And snap back my eyes from wandering free,
"You'll work on this ship, you'll slave for your board
Else find your poor self at the end of a sword
Blindfolded there alone on the plank
To plunge to the depths for some silly prank."
With this so strict warning a snarl curled his lip,
Then his black brows did knit as he whirled on his hip
And left me to ponder the passings of late,
To contemplate sadly my ill-ordered fate.

"Sail ho! Sail ho!-a galleon's ahead!"
This cry was so loud 't would have wakened the dead,
For high on the top of the main mast was shouting
A sailor so boldly there could be no doubting
He was itching for battle, for plunderer's gold
And the chance for real action, the loot in the hold.
Now the breeze was so gentle, the sky was so clear,
Sped the soft-sailing ship, and the sounds one could
hear
Were only the wind in the rigging and now
The waves that slid by, so softly the bow.
But what a commotion the cry from above
Did stir on our deck and chase off the dove
That had been the symbol of so peaceful a scene
So quiet and gentle, so calm and serene.
The captain roared orders for all hands on deck
To spread all the sail and spare not a neck
To ready the ship for such action to come
That might not at best spare even some.
The mate bellowed orders for some to the height,
And others to unleash, to ready for fight
The cannons whose power the galleon would fear
For even the Spanish feared the brave buccaneer.
'Midst the confusion around me, men everywhere
I did little else but stand there and stare,
Till the mate yelled at me, "Hey boy! grab ye some
sand
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And spread it well wide for the men on't to stand.
'T will soak up the blood and not slipper the deck,
But mind you young scoundrel, I'll hold ye in check
To do your part well, that blood to soak up,
And dare not to cower, lest ye never again sup."
I grabbed me a bucket and spread the deck ·wide
For our swift-speeding three-master would soon be
aside
Of the high-pooped armed galleon, so bristling with
guns
She looked a pin cushion that out-weighed us by tons.
Then quicker than lightening the battle commenced
With a broadside from the Spaniard to which recompence
We fired all shot in a unisoned tide
So well-aimed a hole was now gaping the side
Of that boat of the pirates prey, Indian gold
To be buried forever on an island untold.
Now our deck was a mass of wreck and debris
Of rope and such wood as had been splintered free;
But our hulk was still sound, the foe's aim was poor;
He's the Buccaneer's victim, the sea-fight is o'er.
And so did come the quickened end
A childhood dream to comprehend.
The tale's undone, but ~ho will know?
A finished story-we'll leave it so .

•
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THE EARTH IS SLIGHTLY MOCKING

J, ridden with wrinkles, old man,
creeping into my mirror-grave,
look back and see her smiling
(her, stro11g in my strength).
I am shown my deadface, screaming white,
like the face of an old clown.
For I have drained my life into her
(in the dark-light, she was softly dark, and
somewhat mocking) .
I, old man, peer down through wrinkles
into my coffin, and see
an old, dried leaf.
And I sit by my mirror-grave, and mourn
the death of life
(life lost in her thighs,
-her, made more beautiful).
I, old Clown with screaming face of white,
peer back through wrinkles
and see her smiling,
slightly mocking,
as I creep into the mirror
that is my gravel, dead dried leaf.
- Walter R. Davis

RAIN
Raining graphically,
Polishing black streets,
Pimpling puddles,
Vitalizing windows,
Liquifying views,
"All is hushed and whispering:
"April's here."

-Jon Lambert
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JUSTIFICATION
Am I a dreamer: born to scan
Illusions in the minds of man;
Surveying properties of care,
Constructing empires in the air;
Creating novel government
That spreads the joy my dreams invent;
To rule this bliss by fancies' sword,
And as the author of a word?
But should I reign. and ever find
Delusions in this state of mind;
And see despair in every town
As hopes, ascended, tumble down;
How fun the world when dreams beguile
In pillowed castle's fancy style?
Pretentious thoughts make nothing right:
The light of truth flares not at night.
I shall invert, for hope is fed
By visions in my dreaming head,
That chants a loud, appealing strain:
"Set free the powers of the brain."
Once free this force within the land
Which scatters wide the contraband
Of precious dreams, will form a plan
To vindicate ideals to man.
It's best
To free
To rule
And be

to scan, to scorn the curse,
illusions into verse,
and dream ideals anew,
misunderstood by you.

-Jon Lambert
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"FOR THOU SHALT PROSPER"
Warren E. Giffin

s the

big steeple clock across the street tolled out the wee
morning hour, Anna reached her accustomed spot on the checkerboard floor. After nine years, she worked at a constant rate.
Reflexively, surely, her hand moved from the pail of soapy water
to the floor, where it made a symmetrical pattern with brush, suds,
and streaks of water.
The hall looked ever so long from her position on the floor.
The illusion of third dimension, caused the many green and white
squares to merge into a liquid pool of 4l.distinguishable color at the
far end.
Anna looked up when the clock struck, and through the halfparted draperies that hung over the paned glass windows she could
see its shadowy face. The hands pointed out the hour of three.
From the .windows, her eyes moved to the floor of the hall and
a tinge of achievement flooded her as she watched its surface sparkle.
The austere faces of the portraits that adorned the walls seemed
to lose their severity and looked down upon her with a gentleness she
had not received from human form in many days. She could always
look to them for tenderness and understanding. She felt as though
they were her friends and looked forward to her nocturnal visits.
And so it was that she often whispered to them in the quietness, and
the aloneness of her life faded, if only for a few capricious moments.
Even the sternest of eyes, be they living cells or merely pigmentations on fabric, would be forced to soften when they looked upon
the pathetic form of the scrubwoman. Senescent, bent, shabby, she
was the full embodiment of the image that one pictures in connection
with such labor. On her head she wore a sober, brown kerchief,
knotted behind, that hid all but a few straggling wisps of greying hair.
An overlarge, ammonia-stained, cotton dress; heavy cotton stockings;
and practical, thick-soled shoes, made up the balance of her attire.
Yet, there was a beauty about her that could not be embellished by
soft, tailored clothes and ornamentations, a beauty that one would
have to look close to see, close enough to peer into the greyness of
her eyes. For here was Anna's distinctive characteristic, one that
placed her into a category elevated above that of an ordinary human.
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They were strange eyes, fascinating with their nebulous stories of a
gentler birth and of a gentler life, with misty shadows of happiness
and joy combined with the realities of grief and pain. Behind this,
there was something soothing and benign, almost godly, an indefinable
something, intangible but perceivable. Only two men had been able,
in some way, to capture it. The first had said, "Anna, you have the
eyes of a heavenly angel." The story of the second manifestation
is now about to be told.
Anna turned herself away from the friendly faces on the wall
and resumed her work. She moved with deftness across the polished
floor, a small carpet protecting her knees from its hardness.
In another hour she would be finished and she would go out
into the crisp dawn-chilled but happy. She would walk the dank
pavement until she reached her rooms. Beatrice might be up and
have a pot of boiling coffee on the stove. They would talk together
for a time and perhaps before they went to bed, Beatrice might tell
her fortune.
Beatrice had a little shop on the block and read fortunes from
cards and tea leaves. Anna put her trust in Beatrice's conjures.
Beatrice dressed in the flowing Arabian robes so connected with
her work, but her deep oriental voice often had a tinge of Irish blar,
ney to it. Anna never let on that she noticed,.. for it might embarrass
Beatrice or affect her conjures.
It was surprising how often the predictions had proven them,
selves correct, but Beatrice had said something very peculiar at the
last seance and Anna waited impatiently for its manifestation. Bea,
trice had said, "Wealth is not yours, Anna, but thou shalt prosper."
Anna had turned it over and over in her mind but could find no
answer to the enigma.
"For is not prosperity, wealth-and the things it enables one
to do for others?"
Some moments later Anna heard the hollow clack of footsteps
coming down the hall. It was Mr. Alex, Anna knew without look,
ing, for it was only Mr. Alex who would get out of bed and come
down to his studio to set down on canvas a sudden thought or in,
spirational dream.
Anna lifted her head as he passed her to the studio door ahead.
"Good morning, Sir."
His response was in the form of a half,uttered grunt and it was
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clear to Anna that the artist was not in his best spirits. He put a
key to the lock and entered without looking back.
Anna sighed. An unpredictable man, Mr. Alex. One evening
he would be gay and convivial, with a kind word or even a poppy
for her hair. The next night his mood might be completely altered
so that he was as gruff and uncivil as he had been amiable. But he
was an artist, Anna thought, and entitled to such fluctuations. Besides, he was only in those moods when his artistic expression was
thwarted by the lack of proper inspiration or material.
In a few minutes, Anna had traversed the surface of the floor
until she was opposite Mr. Alex's door. A shaft of yellow light
oozed out from under the panelled door and Anna watched the flickering shadows as he paced back and forth across his studio.
He was troubled, that was certain. Anna had an impulse to
knock. The impulse grew and seized her. She knocked.
"Yes?" The voice was still gruff.
.
"It's Anna: Sir. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"No, of course not, you silly old fool. Get back to you work."
"Yes, Sir."
Anna felt a little hurt from the sting of his heated words but
she knew that he would be sorry the next day and that thought was
enough to satisfy her tainted ego.
She bent to the floor once again and resumed her work. It
was not far to the end of the hall, then she would be able to go
home and induce Beatrice to explain what she had meant when she
said, "Wealth is not yours, Anna, but thou shalt prosper."
Hard as she tried, Anna could not help but take note of the
sound of muffled footsteps as Mr. Alex walked across his room. Again
she felt the impulse to knock, but subdued it until she had finished
the floor, had put her things in the closet and had made ready to
leave. Then she knocked.
"Who is it?"
"It's Anna again, Sir. I'm leaving now." She waited a few
moments and when no reply came, she said, "Are you sure there's
nothing I can do for you?"
"No, Anna-nothing-I'm sure of it. Good night."
"Good night."
Anna turned and walked slowly away, though it was hard to
tum away from a friend in need.
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Before she had gone far, the door opened and Mr. Alex called.
"Wait, Anna."
"Pardon, Sir?"
"Come here a moment, Anna."
Anna hurried toward him, happy in the thought that she might
be of some service to him after all. As she neared him she was keenly
aware of the manner in which he was scrutinizing her. His eyes bore
into hers until she wanted to turn away in embarrassment. He stood
quite rigia in the doorway seeming to analyze every wrinkle in her
tired face. His own was stern; his eyes, penetrating.
"Yes, Sir?" Anna muttered in an effort to shatter the iciness
that had suddenly congealed about them. When he made no effort
to speak but continued his scrutiny of her, she averted her eyes in
the initial movement to go.
"No Anna, wait." He caught her by the arm. "Look at me.
Anna."
Against her will, Anna slowly raised her eyes until they met his.
And then the awful moment was passed as Mr. Alex's lips began to
curl up in what she knew would develop into one of his warm smiles.
"You're it, Anna! I knew I had seen it somewhere and it was
you. For years I've searched and here you were, right under my
nose."
"Beg pardon, Sir?" Anna was quite bewildered by the things
he was saying.
"God knows how or why, but you have it-a scrubwoman!
Come in here, Anna."
He stepped aside as Anna dubiously entered the studio. She had
been in there many times, cleaning, and its interior was familiar to
her. The large encumbered desk, the soft, thick rug, the enormous
windows which admitted the sun's cleansing rays. A good thing, too,
for some of those pictures he paints, Anna had thought when she
first saw them. Finally, there were the many, many canvases piled
in one corner, and the easel.
Mr. Alex closed the door. His face wore soft lines now as he
turned and clasped Anna by the shoulders.
"May I paint you, Anna?''
"Paint me, Sir?"
"You needn't sound so shocked. Yes, you. Not all of you.
just your eyes. There's never been another pair like them, Anna.
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I need them for my work. Please-may I?"
"Well, I don't know, sir, I've never-"
"I know, but all you have to do is sit here for a few hours each
morning. It means a great deal to me Anna. I'll pay you well."
"It's not pay I'm wantin', Mr. Alex. It's to know what kind of
paintin' you're makin'."
The artist laughed at the connotation, remembering Anna's stern
criticism of some of his baser works.
"You will be pleased, Anna, I promise you that."
Anna smiled. "Then go ahead, Mr. Artist. I know you to
be a man of your word."
Mr. Alex chuckled as he set up another canvas, mixed some
new pigments and rolled up his sleeves.
Anna removed her coat and scarf, sat down upon a three-legged
stool, and waited.
"You can start anytime you've a mind to Mr. Alex, I'm ready."
She was an excellent sitter. For the next hour she barely
moved. The artist would gaze intently into her eyes, then dab lightly
on the canvas.
The back of the easel was toward her so that Anna could not
see the work, but she couldn't understand how he was getting anything accomplished making so few and delicate strokes.
At length, the artist put down his brush.
"That's all for tonight, Anna. You've posed very well."
Anna got up from the stool and put on her coat.
"Do you mind if I take a wee look?" she asked timidly.
"Not tonight, Anna. Wait until it is finished."
When Anna got home, Beatrice was asleep and the pot of coffee
was cold on the stove. She didn't wake Beatrice, though she thought
her heart would burst to tell that a famous artist was painting her
picture.
It was noon when she awoke. It had taken some time for her to
get to sleep. Beatrice was at work and there was no one else to tell
the news to, so Anna had to bear it herself for another day.
She looked forward to the sitting with Mr. Alex that night and
even brought herself to confide a little secret to him.
"You know, I've always wanted to have my picture painted and
hung up with those happy people in the hall out there."
"Happy people?'' Mr. Alex almost laughed.
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"Yes, happy. At :first, I thought they were sad, like everyone
else, but after I got to know them, they became friendly and happy."
"You do that to people, don't you Anna?''
"Do what, sir? I don't know what you mean."
"Of course you don't. That's one of the reasons why you can .do
it."
Anna shrugged. Mr. Alex's deductions never failed to befuddle
her. For the rest of the time she remained quiet and still, and when
Mr. Alex put down his brush she made ready to leave.
"Can I see it now, sir?" Her voice sung her obvious curiosity.
"Not tonight, Anna-later."
Beatrice was asleep again when she reached home, but the next
day Anna stopped into the corner shop where Beatrice worked and
told her everything.
"Go on with ye!" Beatrice exclaimed, momentarily forgetting her
accent.
"It's true. Mr. Alex, the famous artist. And he said it would be
the best thing he's ever done."
"His masterpiece, I believe they call it."
"Yes, that's it. Isn't it wonderful and exciting, Beatrice?"
"It's wonderful that he should take note of you. It's unusual.
Have you seen it?"
"No, Mr. Alex says I must wait until it's finished. But he said
that I'll be pleased with it."
"I had my portrait painted once."
"Did you now?"
"Oh yes. It was years ago, of course, when I was beautiful. I
hung in the famous Parisian Galleries."
"How did it feel?"
"What do you mean?-Oh, I felt quite famous. Are you posing
again tonight?"
"Yes. Mr. Alex said he should be able to finish it tonight."
"Will he let you see it then?"
"He said he would. I hope so."
Anna sat patiently through the last hours while the artist put the
finishing touches to his masterpiece. If she could only see it, she
thought, as the tension mounted within her.
When Mr. Alex finally put down his brush, it was with a heavy
sigh.
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"It's finished, Anna. My life's work on canvas."
"That's fine, sir. This stool was beginning to make me a little
stiff. Please, may I see it now?"
Mr. Alex looked away and she knew before he spoke that she
must wait yet longer.
"I want you to see it in the best possible setting, incased by a
large golden frame and hanging where the sunlight strikes it at just
the precise angle. I don't want it to be spoiled for you by this dingy
studio."
"But-sir, I-"
"Just two more days, Anna." He extracted two pieces of card·
board from his wallet. "Here. I'll give you a ticket that will get you
into the exhibit at the gallery. My painting will be hanging in the
alcove of the west hall, higher than any of the others. You must see
it at the stroke of noon, not a moment before or after. The lighting
is perfect then."
"I will do that, sir."
Anna took the tickets and began to put on her coat. There was
an urgency in her heart to steal just one glance at the painting-but
she moved toward the door.
"Anna," Mr. Alex stopped her. "This is for your help," he said.
pressing a few crisp bills into her hand .
. Oh, no, sir. I couldn't take it."
"Nonsense, you deserve it-and more."
"I don't feel right about it, sir, for it is you who have helped
me. "
"Keep it, Anna. Buy yourself a new coat. One of those fancy
one with the fur on the collar." He rolled her fingers around the
money and patted her hand.
"God bless you, Mr. Alex," she said as she left the room.
"God has already blessed you, Anna," Mr. Alex said, and it gave
her cause to wonder as she walked home under a grey streaked sky.
Two days seemed like an eternity to Anna as she waited im•
patiently for the day and the hour to come when she could go to the
galleries.
And then it was time and she has handing her ticket to the man
at the door. Her heart throbbed violently as she walked down the
west hall. She looked at her watch. Two minutes to twelve.
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Difficult as it was, she kept herself from rounding the corner of
the alcove until the two minutes had ticked slowly by. With each
tick the tempest mounted inside her until she felt physical pain. Then
the endless minutes were gone and as her little lapel watch tinkled out
the hour of noon, she walked into the alcove.
There it was! Mounted in the highest position, above all the
others, beautiful, overwhelming, awe inspiring. At first glance Anna
knew that it was a portrait of . . .
"The ... the Virgin," Anna gasped, "The Virgin Mary."
Momentarily, the hall, with all its paintings, portals and people
spun around her as Anna witnessed the culmination of all her ·quiescent emotions.
A golden shaft of sunlight cast itself through an opening in the
ceiling and rested upon the head of the Sacred Madonna. The exact
moment when even nature helped to embellish a perfect work of art.
It was as though God Himself was shining down in approval.
A crowd was gathered beneath the painting. Anna watched the
wonder in their faces and through the torrent of blood in her ears she
caught scattered praises.
"The most wonderful thing I've ever seen."
"Did you notice the eyes? Where on earth did he find their inspiration?"
"Magnificent!"
Anna didn't remember leaving the hall. She hadn't stayed long
for the humbleness that swept through her brought tears to those, now
immortal, eyes. But she would return the next day and the next and
the next. From now on her life would be full and she would never
again be alone.
The icy wind caught her unbuttoned coat and threw it away from
her body as she walked down the street.
She was oblivious to the cold, to the hazy faces that passed by
her.
At the end of the block she turned and walked through the park.
The wind and the naked trees were her only companions, yet she
felt the presence of something close and benevolent.
Suddenly she stopped, for it was as though she had heard a voice.
A deep, majestic voice that even the wind subsided to let be heard.
And the voice had said,
"Wealth is not yours, Anna; but thou shalt prosper."
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INSPIRED

With lips so soft, that down disgraces,
Upon my face and neck displaces
Kisses warm, and rapture soothing
Fills my heart, and tender smoothing
All my cares, and tiring day
Seems to hurry on its way.
Melting eyes and tingling smile,
Flings o'er me peace, and even while
The lids are firm and lips are tight,
Oblivious to night and light,
The rise and falling of thy breast,
Brings me well and welcomed rest.
Keep this always in thy mind,
And should I ever lag behind,
Tum and light the way for me,
So I the path may clearer see.
You are my light and life and love;
I love you more than God above.

-Warren E. Giffin.
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TIME CLOCK NO. 222761

W . C. Brown
HE day is only beginning and the men are wandering quietly
into their places. The shop is beautiful. Here and there along
the endless rows of waiting machines and the huge piles of blue
steel, shafts of light reflect off highly polished metal with a blinding
brightness. Constantly changing geometrical patterns of light move
along the huge windows as the early morning sun slowly begins its
ascent. This is the impression one gets before he becomes a part of
the thing. The beauty is perceivable then.
There is a shrill note. It is impersonal, commanding, and it
expresses the power which orders the wheels set in motion. The
conveyor begins to move immediately. Automatically the men move
into their places and begin to work. A man near me grasps the two
handles of the air wrench he holds all day long. He leans forward
to each nut. One nut-two nuts-one motor. The conveyor brings
the next motor to him. It is not necessary for him to change his
position. One position, one job; all day long.
The noise is deafening; a roar of machines and the groaning and
moaning of hoists, the constant psfft-psfft of the air hoses. One
must shout to be heard. In time the noise becomes a part of what
is natural and goes on unnoticed.
"Watch your quality today, men," says Tommy, the squat line
foreman. We are working so fast, how can anyone think of quality?
The old fellow next to me seems to be having trouble keeping up. ·
He is supposed to run in a bolt on a clamp that I straighten and
tighten with a hand wrench. When he gets behind, I get behind,
too. I take his ratchet wrench and do the added operation myself.
I'm younger and he's probably quite tired. He looks at me with mild
appreciation.
Men about me are constantly cursing and talking filth. Something about the monotonous routine breaks down all restraint. The
feeling of isolation leads one to the assurance that his confidences will
never escape. The man working next to me on the other side speaks,
without a trace of conscience, of his more intimate relations with his
wife. We work on and on with spurts of conversation. Suddenly,

T

36

THE

TRINITY

REVIEW

a man breaks forth with a mighty howl. Others follows. We set
up a howling all over the shop. It is a relief, this howling.
I have worked long hours this week. Each day I go to work
in the dark and leave in the dark. I have not seen daylight since
Sunday, and it is now Saturday afternoon. I feel strangely unimpor,
tant and insignificant. I realize how unimportant personal worth is
here. When I come in the gate in the morning, I throw off my personality and assume one which expresses the institution of which I
am a part. There is no market for one's personal quality.
When a man insinuates here by any action that he is an individual, he is made to feel that he is not only out of place, but doing something dishonorable. One feels that even the time he spends in the
lavatory is not a privilege, but an imposition. He must hurry back
because there are no men to spare. The only personal thing required
of me is just enough consciousness to operate my body as a machine.
I am a unit of labor, and labor is cheap. There is no market or ap•
preciation of my worth except my self,respect. I struggle to keep it
When four-thirty finally arrives, we get word that we are working until six. We are all sullen, grieved at this policy of detaining
us without consulting us. We take to hollering to build up a morale
which will help us to lick the last hour. Finally we are running out,
.Punching our cards. There is a rule: "No running." Some of the
men have developed a walk which is hard to distinguish from a run.
Laughter is now sincere but weary. It is dark on the outside. I am
.so dulled that I have arrived here without realizing it. I stop-!
, ponder. I can't think where ·I parked my car. The morning was so
long ago.

How dark is death? Who may know the knowing?
Rank seed growth in the brackened pool of life.
Animal-vines writhing in the agonies of growing
The soul strangling roots of Hell and strife.
When white-laced foam penetrates your last dark sea,
Shall come the ultimate dread reaping.
Bitter and confusing as the results may be ..
Look well, my lover, look well to your weeping.

-James A.
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HOPE

James P. Lawler
LBERT JOHANUS dreamed of sleep and death. In bed he
rolled and tossed indecisively, facing these unknowns. Albert
was a very normal human insecta; he was not sure either of
his master or of his fate. Having seen drops of clear water evaporating on hot steaming rocks, Johanus pondered, "Am I just one of th~
drops slipping away, powerless, into an apparent unknown." Johanus
was not aloneAlbert's town, Rawling, lay in a thin veil of sleep. Probing about
like watchful cats, janitors made their rounds in offices, factories. and
stores. A night freight, gorged with cloth from the mills, dragged
away slowly to its destination, Hartsburg. In the new shining Ryan
Memorial Hospital, a cadet nurse basked alertly in the light of a desk.
lamp.
Albert lay in bed eleven at the south end of the ward. A short,
clogged scream from bluing lips brought the nurse to his side. As he
died, the janitor of the Benning Building reported on his midnight
round. The freight train had left town, well on its way to Hartsburg.
Everything was almost the same; in Manitoba a new baby had been
registered in the Temporal Hotel to fill the vacancy left by Mr.
Johanus.
The patient's death had been quick, effective, final. A sharp
slash of pain had ripped through his body, spreading in all directions
like the ashes of a cigarette extinguishing on a pavement.
Thinking he was awake, Albert opened his eyes. The nurse appeared excited; why, he could not understand. Fading impressions,
filtering through his eyes to his retinas, told him nothing. Uncertainty
grasped each and every cell in his body, telling him that all attach•
ments were leaving him. The light in the theatre of his mind was
lowering, leaving images and movements more and more blurred.
Strange and new, he thought, as endeavors to move himself failed
His mind, darting from one answer to another, failed to comprehend
the mystery which pressed against him like dank, humid air. With
fragile mortal wings he tried to break the invisible obstacle in his
path. His last thoughts on Earth were of a vivid yellow and black
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hornet smashing in vain against a closed window pane. The hornet
g~ve up, falling defeated to the sill where it buzzed for a time in
audacious, weakening defiance.
Later Albert knew with dogmatic certainty that there would be
no more action for him. Lincoln, Gandhi, or Caesar might have told
him that he was dead. Unbelieving and shocked, he would not have
recognized death at once, even from these slightly elevated mortals.
Why should any mortal recognize death, having never before experienced it?
Soon Albert ended his puzzling when, observing his new surroundings, he saw that nurses, doctors, and orderlies were not to be
seen. Gone was the hospital, time, space. The Big Dipper, the
Southern Cross, the Belt of Orion stared at him with expressionless
beams of light. From tension he laughed to himself, "Excellent place
for an outdoor theatre. People could come here, moving around like
people do."
Suddenly Albert Johanus realized he was very lonely . . . More
lonely than he had been at Cape Cod in the fall when the surf broke
on long, flat beaches once crowded with milling people.
Stars in multitudes greater than all the sand grains of the
Sahara and the Gobi, pierced at him with sharp lances of light. Com·
pleted solutions of the ageless mysteries of mankind flowed through
his mind in an elusive, wasteful flood; Albert did not regret their
passing, although these would make him rich on Earth. With no time,
no space on which to fasten himself, this newly dead felt like a
molecule floating in a cloud of foreign dust. Pointless . . . A universe
of countless wonders lay about him offering an eternal premier of the
heavens. Old hulks of space ships floated grotesquely by, torn open
by strange futuristic weapons. Seeing the North Star gleaming faintly in the Pleiades, he smirked at man's false pride in thinking that it
marked the north. What was the North Star to him, anyway?
Callously he eyed nebulae shining in ethereal brilliance. Again
and again he wondered at this new loneliness greater than any he had
experienced in the past. What was the past, what was the future?
What was the present to him? He screamed a long silent scream into
the vacuum about hitn. . . .
Pretending indifference to his new predicament, he closed his
eyes; feeling a welcome familiarity, he opened them. A shining planet
approached, twirling slowly as it drew near. Albert recognized the
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land masses of the Earth. Without sound the Earth loomed larger,
coming towards him on a tangent.
Another peon of space was plodding slowly, obediently on its
solar path.
Nearness resolved details on the globe's familiar surface. Clouds
lay peacefully on the surface like thin wisps of cotton stretched about
a giant billiard ball. Soon Albert was very close to the Earth which
seemed bigger than all his past experience. Dimming stars and increasing light told him that he was entering the Earth's atmosphere.
Sweeping through endless clouds he felt relation again. Quickly,
almost too quickly, clouds passed above him; he saw an ocean, the
Atlantic, along which the Eastern shore of the United States embraced
miles of shoals, dunes, and docks. He dropped to the lowest point
on his tangent and saw Coney Island, stamped by a million feet, lying in the summer sun.
As a Coast Guard plane, skimming the beach above the baking
crowds, roared at him, Albert tried to draw out of the way. The
winged monster rushed at him, then through him; somehow, he didn't
feel surprise. For a moment, seemingly clinging to the plane, he
watched the pilot intensely as he waved generously to bathers below

him.
Gradually Albert, sensing, seeing, knowing, came to realize he
was dead ; but, as yet, he did not realize the finality of his position.
The plane continued on its way. Below on the beach, sweating
Italians looked up and stared at it. And Albert stared at them and
their ghastly indifference to him. These laughing, moving creatures
lost all their identity to him and he saw them only as little beans
soaking in water. Once more, time quickened for Albert Johanus; he
flashed by houses and rivers and children and old ladies knitting in
the sun. As rapidly as he had descended, he rose again. The earth
was passing him on a tangent. Frantic, panic-stricken, he tried to
stretch his weak eyes out like great telescopes. Clouds passed below
him; the light dimmed; anew, thousands of stars glared down. Earth
slipped past.
"This was my planet," he wept, "better than Saturn or Jupiter
or any-"
The giant Earth shrank to a midget which dwindled to a faint
cone of reflected light. To him the faint image appeared bigger and
finer than all the other heavenly bodies . ... He stared at the Earth

40

THE

TRINITY

REVIEW

which, all at once, vanished from his sight leaving only another bit of
blackness where it had once shone. Perhaps then Albert knew he was
to be in space forever alone. Way back in his mind, hidden by tangles
of fear and resignation, was a shred of hope for himself and others
that might follow him.
Alone...
_
Next year the Earth would not pass him. His isolation was com
plete, certain. The Solar System, caught obediently in its super galaxy,
the Milky Way, would shoot through space and never return to where
it had once been, though annually the Earth circled in its elliptical
orbit around its sun. The Earth would move forever on its silent,
steady path across space.
Albert Johanus feared his fate was an eternal isolation like a
single atom in a vacuum. Despite this fear, he clung to hope for
himself and to those who might follow him.

I shall not blush
And make excuses
When a son of Adam
Slashes with scor~
A thing born from
Love's womb and nursed
By beauty. It will not
Matter who stoops
To cast the first stone.
Do not our spirits
Soar above these feeble
Minds? Thoughts born
From prejudice's womb
And nursed by tradition?
We will shatter the wall
Of darkness that rises
From the gleaming day
That seeks to hide the sun.
We will turn this wall of darkness
Into a thing of light.

-James A.
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Dance, dance! thou frightened sparrow;
Break past the time of now and tomorrow.
Who, to our joy and breathless sorrow,
Hast with thy winged beauty
Tamed your willing audience.
Wrapt not in bluebirds-down,
But with thy scarlet slippers on
You fly where none has flown;
Hypnotizing 'til we are delirious.
Then from your crimsoned eyes
Laughter begins to rise,
Thinking of sweeter skies
Passed now, forever.
And of life's cold flow
Under the ice and snow,
As you resolved to go
Back to your love never.
"I am no challenger old!
My dancing is young and bold,
I came through all that cold,
There is nothing that I cannot hold;
I and my mentor.
Before, you applauded and toasted me.
But hailing my victory
Let these red slippers be . . .
. . . Honored with mention".
"Death is such a stirring;
A silky, subtle stirring.
One hears it, as a holding
Of the breath to listen. ·
Love is never worthy;
Always cold and unworthy.
It is now but a passing worry,
Of an almost forgotten belief."

-James A. Hucl{

